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Kelly's Army was scheduled to leave Oakland on Friday,
April 6. When Jack and his chum, Frank Davis, reached the
freight yards that afternoon they found the Army had left
early in the morning. Jack cried, " Come on, Frank, I know
all about this tramp business; we'll beat our way east on the
freights until we catch up with Kelly's Army." Within the
hour he had found a train that was ready to pull out. He
slid open the side door of an empty box-car and climbed in
behind Frank. He closed the door. The engine whistled.
Jack was lying down, and in the darkness he smiled.

He had not been exaggerating when he told Frank Davis
that he knew all about the tramp business, for this was not
the first time he had gone on The Road. Three years before,
when he had been fifteen, there had come a lull in oyster
pirating; his boat lay at the end of Steamboat Wharf at
Benicia and he sat on deck in the warm sun, the fresh breeze
on his cheeks, the flood tide swirling past. He spat over the
side to gauge the speed of the current, saw that he could run
the flood nearly all the way to Sacramento, cast off his
moorings, and hoisted sail.

At Sacramento he went swimming in the river, and fell
in with a bunch of boys who were sunning themselves on
the sandbar. They talked differently from the fellows he had
been herding with. They were road-kids. The yarns they
told had made Jack's oyster pirating look like thirty cents.
A new world was calling to him in every word spoken, a
world of rods and gunnels, blind baggages and side-door
Pullmans, bulls, shacks, chewin's, pinches, getaways, strong-
arms, blindlestiffs, punks, and profesh. With every word
they uttered the lure of The Road laid hold of him more
imperiously. He joined the push, or crowd.

He was given the monica of Sailor Kid. The ringleader,
Bob, took him in hand and turned him from a gay-cat or
tenderfoot into a punk, or road-kid. They taught him how
to batter the main stem for light pieces, that is, beg for
money on the main street. They showed him how they
rolled drunks, preyed upon blindlestiffs, and successfully
taught him how to steal a five-dollar Stetson stiff-rim from